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Paul Brooke 
Trapped 
Somewhere in the Bering Strait, 
a bowhead whale ploughs 
through the upper layers 
of the sea, water gushes in, 
flooding tiny krill onto 
porous strands of baleen 
which separates food from water, 
solid from liquid. The whale 
feeds and grows stronger 
for the journey to warm waters 
while ice pieces find resting places 
and the sea surface 
congeals into a frozen form. 
In Bettendorf, Iowa, I visit my 
grandfather at his two-bedroom home. 
In the upper air layers of the house, 
smells swirl — sweat, urine, alcohol. 
He sits slouching at the kitchen table 
with an unshaven face, greasy grey 
hair, and four-letter eyes. 
Swiveling a can of beer, 
he drinks in the liquid, 
but nothing nourishing separates. 
And soon he forgets my name, 
my relationship to him. 
And I put him to bed, pull the white 
sheet over his skinny legs and fat 
belly, and whisper a final "goodnight." 
Sketch 
Brooke 
From the bottom of the sea, the bowhead 
explodes upward 
smashing into the wall 
while white rips of wave tornado, 
descend in lost spirals, and 
disappear. In a final surge 
of power, the whale catapults 
all 36 feet of its length and hammers, 
hammers, hammers until the ice shatters 
apart, and he breathes in huge gasps. 
Alive. 
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